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" I am a man of few words, Mahatma-jL What my brother saith
in words I agree with in my heart. And am prepared to enforce
with my sword."

Bijo Rao nodded : the answer seemed to please him. " Verily, the

tongue and the sword. What is one without the other? But together

they shall rule the world. What dost thou desire to know, my son?"

He looked at Delacey, but the question was addressed to Kunaji

Lai, and it was Kunaji Lai who answered.

" We of the South are perturbed, oh Mahatma.   We await the
word, but the word cometh not."
" Perchance the time is not ripe/'
" The time is ripe in the North.   Have not our Rajput brothers

in Meerut and Delhi------"

The Mahatma silenced him with a gesture. " They were impatient,
even as children are impatient. The time was not ripe. All India,
all Northern India, must rise as one man.

"Northern India?" put in Delacey boldly. "Are not we men of
the South as brave? As eager? Are we not to share in the sacred
task of driving the Feringhi into the sea whence he came?"

The Mahatma turned his unwinking reptilian gaze full on him.
" Aie, the man of the sword. Thy words are as direct as sword
thrusts. But a sword thrust may be premature. Ye are brave and eager,
ye men of the South. But are ye ready? Ready to spring or to wait?
Ready to obey orders even if ye do not understand these orders?"
" We are ready, Mahatma-ji."

But Kunaji Lai fidgeted. " Save that we like not this alliance
with the Moslem dogs."

The cold eyes swivelled .towards him. " Thou art a soldier. In
the day of battle dost thou care what sword is in thy hand, so long
as it is a good sword? Who blessed it? In the name of what God?
Nay, thou usest it. And a sword," he added softly, " can be thrown
aside when its usefulness is finished. Is it not so, oh silent one?"

" I am a plain man/' muttered the " silent one." " I do not
understand these matters."

"Perhaps thou dost understand." Was there a faint menace
behind the soft hissing words? " The man of few words is not
necessarily a fool." He made a slight, but unmistakable gesture of
dismissal. " It is the hour of meditation. We will talk of this
matter again later. Go in peace."

The two men rose, and again Delacey had the uncomfortable feel-
ing that the glittering eyes were following every slightest move-
ment. But the Mahatma gave no sign of suspicion. He seemed
to forget their very existence. Delacey only hoped that he had:
and was not very confident.